BIG 52 PAGES OF EXCITING ADVENTURES IN FULL COLOR 



Featuring His Stallion BLACK JACK 




tOOCY LANE WESTERN 




ROCKY LANE WESTERN 




ROCKY LANE WESTERN 




fiOOty LANE WESTERN 




SOCKy LANE WESTERN 




ROCKY LANE WESTERN 




KOOCy LANE WESTERN 




■OCKT LANE VI^IIN 




ROCKY LANE WEStEKN 




ROCKY LANE WESTERN 




ROCtCy LANE WESTERN 




ROCKY LANE WESTERN 




ROCKy LANE WESTERN 




ROCKy LANE WESTERN 




ROCKY LANE WESTERN 




ROCKY LANE WESTERN 




ROCKY LANE WESTERN 




ROCKy LANE WESTERN 




ROCKY LANE WESTERN 




ROCKy LANE WESTERN 




ROCKy LANE WESTERN 




ROCKy LANE WESTERN 




ROCKy LANE WESTERN 




HOCKy LANE WESTERN 




«OCKy LANE WESTERN 



With- 





4024 HOKTU RAPRJRPAVE. 
NORTH WLLYWOOP, CALIF, 



THE-Oma MORHINC. I ms OUT in THE BACK COflKAl, 

cupPfiHO Black ufiCH, whbn i heaio the AtAiLMAfj-s 

'BtJ(»0Oflfl? COMB BUMSDHd VF THE TRAIL TOWARP MY PLACe ANP 

peoPFee The Bnu^n ani? v/snt out to meet him. he had a 

WHOLE SACK FUU OF LETTERS FOR ME, AND I TOTEO THEM BACH 

70 rne CORRAL ano picxw up the curr-^- mush AneoaraActtTo 
THE Chops at hand, feeling mighty coop and flumb ncnwe to 
iBT THE CURRyiNG OVEfl with AND START ffEAClNe ALL THOSE 
uttsrs from you paros of OUdS. 

■J- NOW BLACK UACH LIKES PLiNTYOF ELBOW GREASE 

MXEP IN WITH HIS CURRYING IN THE MORNINO A^D it SEEn^S 

mSN'T 6EniNG IT- My MlND WASH'TON WHAT I WAS DOWa, 
KECKON. IT Y^AS ON THOSe LETTERS X Y^AS CHAFING AT THE 
Bit to reap, what dip slack jack po ? he jasT turned 
HIS aw gave me a long LOOK ANO TH£^ THREW Hl^ 

WBGMT ASAINSr THE B)?IJGH. 1 TOOK THE HINT PRONTO 
;rjp COULDN'T HELP BUNTING OUT IN A GRIN AS I PUT ' 
MINO BACK ON WHAT 1 WAS DOINt3 AND WHILE 
I WAS CURRYING BLACK JACK DOWN WITH THE 
' iON6. POWERFUL STROmES HE LIKES, I GOT TO 
THINKING ABOUT HOW PLUMB FULL OF H OSS 
SENSE BLACK JACK IS ANO HOW A HEAR OF 
FOIKS COULP PROFIT BY TAKING A PAGE 
■ OUT OF HIS BOOH. 

WHEN e^ME THINGS DON'T Go JU^T THE 
VWV we/ SHOULD TO SUIT A LOT OF US SOM£ 
FOLKS SIT BACK AND SRUMBie about the BREAKS 
Am SUCH BEING DEAD AGAINST THEM . SLACK JACK 
SOESH'TPAi AHV MINO TO SUCH FOOLISH NOTIONS. 

NUT BLACK JACK. HE BELIEVE^ IN VO/NC 
SOftlBJHING ABOUT tT- PRONTO! AND THAT, PAftPS, 
IG W/Jflf COUNTS, SO, JUST REMEMBER THAT PAf^PS, 
WHEN THINGS AREN'T GOING JUST THE WAV THEY SHOULD. 
SHUCKS! I JUST RsmMBERED IT'S TIME TO CURRY 
BLACKJACK AGAIN AND THIS TIME HE'S GOING TO 
GET A CURRYING. 

So LONG FOR NOtN. PAROS. AND TILL OUR 7RAIL9 
CKOSS H£RE AGAIN NEXT MONTH, BE GOOD TO 
" ANOTHER. ^OUR PARPS. 
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FOR THE FIRST TIME IN A COMIC MAGAZINE! 

omcmnoM mtmioMi 

IOC SOON TO APPEAR ON NEWSSTANDS ACROSS THE NATION 10( 
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INGER MAN 



MATT SLOANE nudged his partner 
Cass Hardin. Cass spurred his hocso 
forward as Matt pointed. 

"Down there?" he asked in his harah. grat- 
ing voice, eyeing the town that lay sleeping 
in the cold, clear light of western stars. 
"Doesn't look like much." he concluded. 

Sloane granted. "There's at least twenty 
thousand in cash in old Jud Cadge's safe." 

"You figuring to blow that keister?" Casa 
Hardin was doubtful. 

Matt spurred his horse down the slope 
toward the village impatiently. "We'll make 
Cadge open it for ust" 

Cass looked at his partner with admiration 
as they cantered noiselessly down into the 
Jittle Nevada valley town. 

"You know, Matt, I've got lo hand if to 
you. You're a clever hombre." 

Matt glanced at his companion, a strange 
glint of deadly humor gleaming behind his 
eyes. "Stick with me, Cass, and you'll wind 
up a rich man'" 

Cass chuckled. "I'm sticking. Matt I I'm 
sticking." 

They eyed the twinkling lights of the vil- 
lage's lone saloon. 

"We'll skirt the beer joint," Matt remarked, 
pushing his cayuse against Cass's. The two 
mounts passed quietly behind the saloon. As 
they passed, merry voices roared out a chorus 
of .^i / Walked Out in the Streets of Laredo. 
They heard the tinny sound of a tuneless 

The horses jogged on, their hoofs clopping 
-1 --undlessly on the fine powder of the 



aide s 



"Say. : 
"Yes?" 



" Cass began curiously. 

of this old Jud Cadge? 



"How'd you ever hcai 
Ever see him?" 

"Can't say I have," Matt replied. "A pal 
in Dodge City gave me a tip on Jud. He was 
heading north fast with a pile of greenbacks 
■nd didn't have the time. That's why I called 
you in on the job!" 

Cass smiled, pleased. He was a small-tima 
operator and to be picked as a partner by the 
well-known Matt Sloans was a compliment 
not to be sneered at. 

"There it is." Matt said suddenly, as they 
ctme in tight of a house at a street intersec'- 

At the house they dismounted, tethered 
their mounts and slid quietly into the alley 
between the house and a big stable. Matt led 
tfa* wy. Thcjr cam« to m reu door. It wai 



locked, but Mttt wai well-prepared for such ' 
Emergencies, He took a small strip o£ steel : 
iram his pocket and inserted ii between the ' 

Matt grunted with^he efforif He bore down ' 

. muffled cracking sound. Matt stepped back '. 



gun appeared in Mail's hand magically, lev- 
eiicu ;n tne tnin, spare iigure in wnite. 

"Okay. Pop," Matt said quietly. "It'» 8 
tticliup! Don't try any trlcksl" 

The old man, startled at first, smiled qui«tly. 
"1 heard the hammer cocking on that hogleg," 
he said. " I don't aim to buy a one-way ticket 
to Boot Hill just yet," 

"That's sensible. Pop," Matt rejoined. "You 
know where your safe is — take the lead. Pop," 

The old man hesitated for just an instant. 
Then, gravely, he moved into a room oS the 

"Your office, eh?" asked Matt, following 
with Cass Hardin. 

"That's the place to usually keep a safe," Jud 
said, "You going to blow her?" 

"Come on. Pop. get some sensel" Matt 
snorted. "We're not going to open it. You 

Jud Cadge shrugged his shoulders help- 
lessly. He moved forward, bumping into Cue 
Hatdin, who jerked back, alarmed. 
"What's the matter. Pop?" demanded H«r- 
harsh voice rasping througb tha 



silence 
"Not 



ing, nothing. You just got in my way, 

I that safe. Pop t" growled Casa. 
nswer. Jud Cadge bent down befora 
sieel safe, feeling its top fondly. His 
old hand closed smoothly over tne 



spin. 



Matt and Cass watched the old man. 
"Hurry up!" Casa ordered, feeling a strange 
tension prickle his akin, 

"I'm getting there." Jud replied. 
The door fell open. Shoving the old man 
aside. Matt Sloane and Cass Hardin emptied 
the contents. They counted the cash quickly. 

"Tvfenty-live thousand!" Malt remarked. 
Then he banged the eafe shut, atowios the cub 




"X**'* kn*ck Mis aff.' Cm* nccvitcd. 
MrtrliBg tb* *jHmA»r hta ran. 



1 M««r w rJi^d • mam jtt.' Hun Sloan* 
fmtM drrty. 'And Vm mm iIoiIbc ta dow. 
TU hlB «y fai tbM clulrr 
^ "Thaflkt,'' Mid Jad Cad[« qaUtlf. 

CiM found 1 IcDpb of ropo fn th* kitchen. 
To{*tber, ht and Man Sloan* lecured th« 
old man to a imall roclciiif chair. Wh«n they 
hid flnlihcd th*T Kappid back. 

'So Im|, Pop," Matt laid. 

-Ycih. talc'* It «ai7.' raiptd CasB. 

"Enjoy yourtelvei," Jud laid. He chuckled. 

CaM gtinead at Matt meaningfutly. 

~You'r* making a bad miltak*.' hi laid. 
'hi J adTl** U 10 pluf himr 

'Tou |oi any objaettoni, Cas*?" Matt ssked 
allkUy. "Or am I itill th« boss?" 

"You'r* the boss." Cass laid sullenly. 

They went out, closini; doors behind them. 
Und*r tha cold, clear moonlight, they mounted 
their honei and rod* back th* way th* came. 
Casi waited until they had passed the saloon. 
Then h* began to feel safer, and he also 
b«[an to think. He had begun his association 
with Matt Sloan* with enormous reipect. 
bon larcdy of Matt'i reputation. But what he 
had i**n clearly indicated Matt bid tost his 
tmich. Leaving a man aliv* who had laid 
*7«* an both «f them was fatal. Involumarily 
hU band ttol* toward hii holsterid ifx-gim 
•ttd b( •mllad. 

About a mile out of the village, Matt Sloane 
reined hii horse southward. He rode on for 
• fevv paces, then noticed that Cass Hardin 
waen-t following, 

"This ii the trail, Cass . , he began. 

Caii had already drawn. He fired twice with 
a (teady, determined hand. Mati pitched out 
of hii laddle and tlit Ih* ground with a dull 
I hud— dead. 

;■ CoEi wasted no time. He tossed Man's 
guns into the btusb, kicked his cayuse down 
the thickly wooded trail and emptied Matt'i 
pockets of the loot. Leaving the body buried 
under a pile of brush where it wouldn't be 
found for at least several days, Cass rode 
back to the villaee. 

The saloon was still wide open when he 
passed it, his horse jogging quietly down the 
aide street Matt had shown him. Cass dis- 
mounted, thinking to approach Jud Cadge's 
house on foot. He tied his horse s,t a random 



S.NI WtSTfM 

po>t. hi* Intention being to throttl* tb* bMnd 
old man and th«ii hit th* touth trail out af 
town. With Jud Cadf* and Matt Sloan* daad, 
na OB* wonld poitlbly know who bad com- 
mitted tb* robbary. H* would b* Kb»}Iiit*ly 
■afa, b«ctui« h* wasn't known In th* refjon 
and hia amngementi with Matt Sloan* being 
undercover had been, of course, private be. 
tween them. 

Cats took one step toward Jud Cadge'i 
house and froie solid ■» a flpir* in flapping 
while, th* «ndi of ropes trailing behind it, 
came out Into the night and fired a hogleg 
heavenward. Instantly, the singing in the 
loon behind him ceased and about fifty men 
rushed out and anreloped him in their rush 
toward old Jud Cadge wbo came stumbling 
down the itreet, Cisi cursed the hastily-tied 
knots that had allowed the old man to escape. 

Jud qulc&ly explained the matter to the 
mefc. Cass Hardin, caught in the crowd that 
surrounded Jud, was pressed close to the old 
man. He tried to slip quietly away, and trod 
heavily on a man's boot. The man remon- 
strated and Jud said. "Sorry, stranger, my 
fault. Guess I didn't look where i was going!" 

"Who did it. Jud?" asked one of th* men. 
Jud,, whose attention had been stiddenly ar- 
rested, was listening, bird-like. He swung a 
hand and pointed a firm finger straight at 
'° Cass Hardin. 

^■i- "He did," Jud said, "That's the hombrel I'd 
recognize that voice anywhere! But there were 
* two of them!" 

CASS made one convulsive effort (o escape, 
but he was quickly seized. Tbe men who 
laid hands on him found the stolen money 
And then it all came out about Matt Sloane. 
Cass seemed to fed that by throwing the 
blame on Matt Sloane he could take the curse 
off himself. But the sheriff who had been 
routed out of bed didn't take it that way. 

Ca.ss brooded. "I'd have been all right." he 
said, "^f I hadn't come back into town lo get 
rid of Jud. I never thought he'd get loose and 

"See you?" chuckled the sheril^, a* he 
clapped handcuffs on Caaa. "Jud didn't see 
you. He just recognized youj voice because 
his sense of hearing is mighty sharpi Jud's 
been stone blind for thirty years!" 

THE END 
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